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his dying hours were soothed and comforted by listening once more to the famous deeds of his ancestors, for the ruling passion was strong in death.
As we look upon the wonderful monument in the Hofkirche at Innsbruck, raised by his will and according to his design, we seem dimly to realise the glamour and romance of Maximilian's ideals. He kneels in the centre surrounded by the four cardinal virtues. Around the nave, in a long line of bronze statues, is gathered the stately company of heroes and saints of his race — or his dreams — who keep their silent watch, in one long, unbroken vigil, over the departed greatness of the Holy Roman Empire. For, by the irony of fate, the magnificent tomb is empty, and the dust of Maximilian rests elsewhere. poor, won all hearts. Kaiser Max, us his people railed him, wan the darling of his German and Tyrolr^r Mibjerts, He was the first patriot king of modern times, and his proud motto "My honour is German honour, and German honour is my honour,'* shows us how he felt himself one in joy and sorrow, in defeat and in glory, with his people.
